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and leg muscles supple. Mr. Henry White had told me much of this room, which he said was quite a rendezvous for the gilded youth when he was a young attache in Paris. Though the room was interesting, the ladies of the ballet looked rather weatherheaten, as though they might have been the same ones who had beguiled Mr. White before the naughty 'nineties.
The new German delegation arrived and continued to haggle about signing. We took advantage of the delay to accept an invitation of the King and Queen of the Belgians to visit their country. Margaret Wilson, Miss Benham, Dr. Grayson, Mr. Herbert Hoover, Mr. Bernard M. Baruch, Mr. Norman H. Davis and Mr. Vance McCormick accompanied us. At the frontier we were met by Their Majesties, who had come by plane.
At this point we transferred to automobiles, the King and Mr. Wilson riding in the first one, and the Queen and I in the next. These were Belgian cars, with the royal arms on the doors and upholstered with crimson brocade. The others were open touring cars, furnished by the United States Army. The Secret Service men followed the car in which I rode. Then came the other members of our party, followed by representatives of the press, photographers and so on. When we strung out we looked like a division of an army on the march. There had been little time to repair the war-torn roads, which were fearful in places and everywhere dust rose in clouds.
As our itinerary covered most of Belgium, we started off at a good clip. Her Majesty asked if I minded if she closed the car tightly for, as she had hay fever, the dust was very painful. I certainly did not mind. The Queen added that only two kinds of flowers, which she named, brought on her affliction. "I hope", she said, "we will have none of them given us to-day."
I found her easy to know, with a keen interest in affairs, a splendid sense of humour, and a happy way of telling of